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refugees endeavoured to reach Almeria. The bridge
at Motril had been washed away, and our soldiers
stood in the water for hours at a time helping the
women and children to cross over. . . . There I
saw workers who in their despair shot down their
own wives and children with a revolver . . ."

I was reminded of the Dantesque accounts of
Doctor Bethume (of blood transfusion fame), on the
subject of this flight, which constituted the most
tragic plebiscite ever declared against Franco.
" They were bombed from the air and shelled from
the mountains by the artillery ; and from the sea
by the cruisers of non-intervention. Not a vehicle
was to be found on those two hundred kilometres
of road ; no water, no food . . ,"

" Many prisoners ? " I asked.

" Thousands/' said the lieutenant.

" What happened to them ? "

" I will tell you," said the alvarez, bending closer
towards me, " One night, not a month ago, we were
stationed on the Jarama. Three deserters crossed
over to us ; boys from Malaga. They told us that
the captured battalions were deployed in rows of
single file. Every fifth man had to step out to be
shot. * That was the most awful experience of all,*
they said, ' to be standing there without being
allowed to look to the right or to the left, and not
to know whether you were number two, three or